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A verse may find him who a sermon flies, 
And turn delight into a sacrifice. 

— Herbert. 
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I can approve 
The state of Poesy, such as it is, 
Blessed, eternal, and most true divine. 
Indeed, if you will look on Poesy 
As she appears in many, poor and lame, 
Hatched up in remnants and old worn out rags, 
Half starved for want of her peculiar food, 
Sacred invention ; then, I must confirm 
Both your conceit and censure of her merits : 
But view her in her glorious ornaments. 
Attired irt the majesty of Art, 
Set high in spirit with the precious taste 
Of sweet Philosophy ; and, which is most, 
Crowned with the rich traditions of a soul 
That hates to have her dignity profaned 
With any relish of an earthly thought ; 
O then, how proud a presence doth she bear ! 
Then she is like herself— fit to be seen 
Of none, but grave and consecrated eyes. 

BEN JOHNSON. 
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Prayer of Love. 




LESSINGS, O Father, shower, 

Father of mercies, on this loved one's head, 
On his lone walks and on his busy hour. 
And on the visions of his midnight bed. 
Blessings be shed ! 



Father ! I ask thee not 

For earthly treasures for this friend beloved. 
O ! be his spirit proved 
By these, or by their absence at Thy will. 
But let Thy peace be wedded to his lot, 

Guarding his inner life from touch of ill, 

With its dove pinion still ! 

May such a sense of Thee, 
Thy watching presence. Thy sustaining love. 

His bosom guest unalienably be : 

That wheresoever he move, 

A heavenly light serene. 

Upon his heart and mien 

May sit undimmed, a gladness rest his own. 
Unspeakable, and to the world, unknown. 

Blessings, O Father, shower. 

Father of mercies, on this loved one's head. 
On his lone walks and on his busy hour. 

And on the visions of his midnight bed. 

Blessings be shed ! 
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Our Mother. 



o 



LD ? oh, no ! she can never be old, 

Though three score or more summers be hers, 
And her life's purple garners now hold 

The rich fruitage of seventy warm years. 
There are lives that grow wrinkled with time, 

And hearts that get callous with gold, 
And young heads that are grey-haired with crime. 

But a mother can never grow old ! 

She is faded and care-bent, I know, ' 

Like a sheaf that is laden with ears, 
Her footsteps are halting and slow. 

And her cheeks bear the traces of tears. 
But her heart is all mellow and ripe. 

With the ever-sweet juices of love. 
Her speech is a fair coined type. 

Of the free spoken language above. 

It is strange that we mark time by years. 

And a name to each passing day give ; 
And say that life's ending appears 

When we're only beginning to live ! 
Time may change, may cut down and renew, 

Each season new scenes may unfold. 
Things may please us — then fade from our view — 

But a mother can never grow old ! 

Old ? old ? no, indeed ! she is young 
As ever she was in her life ! 



• • • • • • • 
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TRUST. 
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The fairest and dearest among 
All the women with loveliness rife. 

Her soul looks abroad through its veil 
With a smile like the light of the morn, 

And the dews of true feeling exhale 
From the depths where her graces are bom. 

And some day the angels will come, 

For this beautiful mother of ours, 
And will bear her away to their home 

That is close by the Amaranth bowers. 
And there in her radiant youth, 

Where the ransomed aye flourish and bloom. 
In the regions of sunlight and truth, 

She will wait for her children to come ! 
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Trust. 



" I will lead the blind by a way they know not" 

T ED by a way that we know not, 
•'— ' Wrapped in the darkness of night. 
Tossed by the storm and blinded. 

We cannot walk by sight. 
Knowing and trusting our leader. 

We know that our path is right, 
Child-like we follow him onwards — 
Follow him into the light. 

Led by a way that we know not, 
A way that is thorny and steep, 
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TRUST. 



Footsore already, and fainting, 

Upward and onward we creep ; 

One who Himself has trodden 
Each step of the thorny road, 

Bids us take courage and follow Him 
Into the presence of God. 

Led by a way that we know not, 

A dreary and desert way, 
While snares encompass our footsteps, 

And lions roar after their prey ; 
Helpless and trembling, yet trusting. 

We cling to our heavenly Guide, 
For, in the gathering dangers. 

Safe are the weak at His side. 

Led by a way that we know not, 

A way that is lonely and long, 
Feeble and faint are the pilgrims. 

But our Redeemer is strong. 
Kept by His arm from falling. 

Cheered by His words of love, 
Onward we go rejoicing. 

On to the mansions above. 



Led by a way that we know not. 

But led by a Guide whom we know, 
Let us not seek to discover 

More than He pleases to show. 
Step after step as we follow. 

We know we are nearing our rest ; 
Surely the way that He leads us, 

Must be, of all ways, the best. 



A LAMENT. 
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A Lament. 



PROM THE LAYS OF THE DEAD. 



' I ''HERE was an eye whose partial glance, 
-■- Could ne'er my numerous failings see ; 
There was an ear that heard untired, 
When others spoke in praise of me. 

There was a heart, time only taught, 
With warmer love for me to burn, 

A heart, whene'er from home I roved. 
Which fondly pined for my return. 

There was a lip which always breathed, 

E'en short farewells in tones of sadness ; 

There was a voice whose eager sound. 

My welcome spoke with heartfelt gladness. 

There was a mind, whose vigorous power, 
On mine its own effulgence threw. 

And called my humble talents forth. 

While thence its dearest joys it drew. 



There was a love which for my weal. 
With anxious fears would overflow ; 

Which wept, which prayed, for me, and sought 
From future ills to guard — but now 



i8 



A LAMENT. 



That eye is closed and deaf that ear, 
That lip and voice are mute forever, 

And cold that heart of anxious love. 

Which death alone from mine could sever. 

And lost to me, that ardent mind, 

Which loved my varied tasks to see. 

And oh ! of all the praise I gained. 
His was the dearest far to me.. 



Now I, unloved, uncheered, alone. 

Life's weary wilderness must tread. 

Till He who heals the broken heart, 
In mercy bids me join the dead. 

Oh, Thou ! who from thy throne on high. 
Canst heed the mourner's deep distress, 

Oh, Thou ! who hearest the widov/'s cry. 
Thou ! Father of the fatherless ! 



Though now I am a faded leaf. 

That's severed from its parent tree. 

And thrown upon a stormy tide, — 

Life's awful tide, that leads to Thee ; 



Still, gracious Lord ! the voice of praise, 

Shall spring spontaneous from my breast, 

Since, though I tread a weary way, 
I trust that he, I mourn, is blest. 



RIPE WHEAT. 
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Ripe Wheat. 



\ ^ TE bent to-day, o*er a coffined form, 
• ^ And our tears fell softly down ; 
We looked our last on the aged face, 
With its smile of peace, and its patient grace, 
And hair like a silver crown. 

We touched our own to the clay-cold hands. 

From life's long labor at rest ; 
And among the blossoms white and sweet. 
We noticed a bunch of golden wheat 

Clasped to the silent breast. 

The blossoms whispered of fadeless bloom. 

In a land where fall no tears ; 
The ripe wheat told of toil and care, 
The patient waiting, the trusting prayer, 

The garnered good of the years. 

We knew not what work her hands had found, 

What rugged places her feet. 
What crosses were hers, what blackness of night, 
We saw but the peace, the blossoms white, 

And the bunch of ripened wheat. 



As each goes up from the fields of earth. 

Bearing the treasures of life, 
God looks for some gathered grain of good 
From the harvest ripe, that shining stood, 
But waiting the reaper's knife. 
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EXTRACT FROM COWPER. 



Then labor well, that in death ye go 

Not only with blossoms sweet ; 
Not bent with doubt, and burdened with fears, 
And dry dead husks of the wasted years, — 
But laden with golden wheat. 
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Extract iPk*om Cowper. 
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HOU art the source and centre of all minds, 
Their only point of rest, eternal Word ! 
From Thee departing, they are lost, and rove 
At random, without honor, hope, or peace. 
From Thee is all that soothes the life of man, 
His high endeavor, and his glad success. 
His strength to suffer and his will to serve. 
But O ! Thou bounteous giver of all good, 
Thou art of all Thy gifts Thyself the crown. 
Give what Thou canst, without Thee we are poor. 
And with Thee, rich, take what Thou wilt, away I 
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Thou and I. 



STRANGE, strange, for thee and me — 
Sadly afar. 
Thou, safe beyond, above — 

I, 'neath the star. 
Thou, where flowers deathless spring, 

I, where they fade ; 
Thou, in God's paradise, 

I, in time's shade. 
Thou, where each gale breathes balm, 

I, tempest tost, 
Thou, where true joy is found, 

I, where 'tis lost 
Thou, counting ages thine, 

I, not the morrow. 
Thou, learning more of bliss, 

I, more of sorrow. 
Thou^ in eternal peace, 

I, 'mid earth's strife ; 
Thou, where woe has no name, 

I, where 'tis rife. 
Strange, strange, for thee and me. 

Loved, loving ever. 
Thou, by Life's deathless fount, 

I, near death's river. 
Thou, winning wisdom's lore, 

I, strength to trust. 
Thou, with the Seraphim, 

I, in the dust. 
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Drawing Nearer. 
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For now is your salvarion Hearer than when ye believed." 



XTEARER? Yes! We felt it not 
^ ^ *Mid the rushing of the strife, 
As we mourned our changeful lot, 

Toiled beneath our shadowed life, 
By each step our worn feet trod, 
We were drawing near to God. 

When the day was all withdrawn, 
And we walked in tenfold night. 

When we panted for the dawn 
Of the ever blessed light, 

In those hours of darkness dim, 
We were drawing near to Him. 

When, beneath the sudden stroke. 
All our joys of life went down, 

When our best beloveds broke 

Earthly bonds to take their crown. 

By the upward path they trod. 

Nearer drew we to our God. 

In those days of bitter woe. 

When we saw their smile no more, 
When our hearts were bleeding slow. 

Stricken, stricken. Oh ! how sore ! 
While we lay beneath the rod. 
We were nearer to our God. 



THE TWILIGHT HOURS. 23 



When, upon our lifted eye, 

Streamed a vision of our home. 

When we saw the glory high. 

Flooding all that spotless dome ; 

In that hour of raptured sight, 

Pressed we nearer our delight. 

Thro* the long and vanished years. 

Doubting, struggling and depressed. 

Shrouded with the mists of tears, 
We were passing to our rest. 

Tempest-tossed, and current-driven, • 

Ever drawing nearer Heaven. 
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The Twilight Hours. 



'T'HE Twilight hours, like birds, flew by, 
-■■ As lightly and as free ; 

Ten thousand stars were in the sky, 

Ten thousand in the sea. 
For every wave with dimpled cheek. 

That leaped upon the air, 
'Had caught a star in its embrace, 

And held it, trembling there ! 
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THE PASSAGE. 



The Passage. 



\/EARS have vanished Hke a dream, 



I 



Since I ferried o'er this stream, 
Flood and castle, as of old. 
Glimmer now in evening's gold. 



Two companions, loved and tried, 
Then sailed over by my side ; 
One was fatherlike ; the other 
Young and generous as a brother. 

One in quiet spent life's day. 

Then sank quietly away ; 

But the other earlier passed 

Home through battle and through blast. 

When I thus live fondly o'er 

Days gone by to come no more, 

I must ever miss and mourn 

Friends, whom death has from roe torn. 

Yet, when heart and heart unite, 
Friendship's chain is then most bright ; 
Thus the friends to memory dear, 
Still in soul are with me here. 



Threefold fare, O pilot, take. 
For a grateful stranger's sake ; 
Two that ferried o'er with me, 
Spirits were, unseen by thee. 
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The Two Villages. 
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VER the river, on the hill, 
Lieth a village white and still ; 
All around it, the forest trees 
Shiver and whisper in the breeze ; 
Over it, sailing shadows go. 
Of soaring hawk, or screaming crow, 
And mountain grasses, low and sweet, 
Grow in the middle of eveny street. 



Over the river, under the hill, 
Another village lieth still ; 
And there I see in the cloudy night 
Twinkling stars of household light ; 
Fires that gleam from the smithy's door. 
Mists, that curl on the river shore ; 
And in the road no grasses grow 
For the wheels that hurry to and fro. 



In that village on the hill. 

Never a sound of smith or mill. 

The houses are thatched with grass and flowers, 

Never a clock to tell the hours ! 

The marble doois are always shut. 

You cannot enter in hall or hut ; 

All the villagers lie asleep, 

Never again to sow or reap. 

Never in dreams to moan or sigh ; — 

Silent and idle and low they lie. 



In that village under the hill, 
When the night is starry and still, 
Many a weary soul in prayer, 
Looks to that other village there, 
And looking and sighing longs to go. 
Up to that home, from this below ; 
And heareth praying, this answer fall ; 
** Patience ! that village shall hold you all. 



a 
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Twilight. 

T love thee, Twilight ! as thy shadows roll, 
-■- The calm of evening steals upon my soul, 
Sublimely tender, solemnly serene. 
Still as the hour, enchanting as the scene. 
I love thee, Twilight ! for thy gleams impart 
Their dear, their dying influence to my heart. 
When o'er the harp of thought thy passing wind 
Awakens all the music of the mind, 
And joy and sorrow, as the spirit burns. 
And hope and memory sweep the chords by turns, 
While contemplation on seraphic wings, 
Mounts with the flame of sacrifice and sings. 
Twilight ! I love thee ; let thy glooms increase 
Till every feeling, every pulse is peace : 
Slow from the sky the light of day declines. 
Clearer within the dawn of glory shines, 
Revealing in the hour of Nature's rest, 
A world of wonders in the poet's breast. 
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The City of the Living. 
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N a long vanished age, whose varied story 

No record has to-day, 
So long ago expired its grief and glory — 

There flourished, far away. 

In a broad land, whose beauty passed all measure, 

A city, fair and wide, 
Wherein the dwellers lived in peace and pleasure, 

And never any died. 

Disease and pain and death, those stern marauders 

Which mar our world's fair face, 
Never encroached upon the pleasant borders. 

Of that sweet dwelling place. 

No fear of parting and no dread of dying, 

Could ever enter there, — 
No mourning for the lost, no anguished crying, 

Made any face less fair. 

Without that city's walls, death reigned as ever. 

And graves rose side by side ; 
Within, the dwellers laughed at his endeavror, 

And never any died. 

O, happiest of all earth's favored places ! 

O, bliss to dwell therein ! 
To live in the sweet light of loving faces, 

And fear no grave between ; 
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To feel no death-damps gathering cold and colder, 

Disputing life's warm truth, — 
To live on, never lonelier or older, 

Radiant in deathless youth ! 

And hurrying from the world's remotest quarters, 

A tide of pilgrims flowed 
Across broad fields, and over mighty waters. 

To find that blest abode, 

Where never death should come between, and sever 

Them from the loved apart ; 
Where they might work, and will, and live forever ; 

Still holding heart to heart. 

And so they lived in happiness and pleasure. 

And grew in power and pride, 
And did great deeds, and laid up stores of treasure ; 

And never any died. 

And many years rolled on, and saw them striving 

With unabated breath. 
And other years still found and left them living ; 

And gave no hope of death. 

Yet listen — hapless soul, whom angels pity, , 

Craving a boon like this : — 
Mark how the dwellers in that wonderous city. 

Grew weary of their bliss. 

One and another, who had been concealing * 
The pain of life's long thrall, 
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Forsook their pleasant places, and came stealing 
Outside the city's wall, 

Craving with wish that brooked no more denying, 

So long had it been crossed, — 
The blessed possibility of dying, — 

The treasure they had lost. 

Daily the current of rest-seeking mortals, 

Swelled to a broader tide, 
Till none were left within that city's portals, 

And graves grew green outside ! 

Would it be worth the having or the giving. 

The boon of endless breath ? 
Ah ! for the weariness that comes of living. 

There is no cure but death 1 

Ours were indeed a fate deserving pity. 

Were that sweet rest denied ; 
And few, methinks, would care to find the city. 

Where never any died I 
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Resting in God. 



SINCE thy Father's arm sustains thee, 
Peaceful be ; 
When a chastening hand restrains thee, 

It is He. 
Know His love in full completeness, 
Fills the measure of thy weakness ; 
If He wound thy spirit sore, 
Trust him more. 



Without murmur, uncomplaining, 

In His hand 
Lay whatever things thou cans't not 

Understand. 
Though the world thy folly spurneth, 
From thy faith in pity turneth. 
Peace thy inmost soul shall fill. 

Lying still. 

Like an infant, if thou thinkest 

Thou canst stand. 
Childlike, proudly pushing back 

The offered hand ; 
Courage soon is changed to fear, 
Strength doth feebleness appear ; 
In His love if thou abide. 

He will guide. 



RESTING IN GOD. 33 



Fearest sometimes that thy Father 

Hath forgot ? 
When the clouds around thee gather, 

Doubt Him not. 
Always has the daylight broken, 
Always has He comfort spoken ; 
Better hath He been for years 

Than thy fears. 



Therefore, whatsoe'er betideth, 

Night or day, 
Know His love for thee provideth 

Good alway. 
Crown of sorrow gladly take, 
Grateful wear it for His sake, 
Sweetly bending to His will, 
Lying still. 

To His own thy Saviour giveth 

Daily strength, 
To each troubled soul that liveth, 

Peace at length. 
Weakest lambs have largest share 
Of the tender Shepherd's care, 
Ask Him not "When," "Why," or "How," 

Only bow. 
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The Shelter. 



w 



HAT dost thou, Oh ! wandering dove 
From thy home on the hill's sunny breast ? 
'Tis fair, but the falcon is wheeling above ; 
Oh ! fly to thy sheltering nest, 
To thy nest, wandering dove, to thy nest ! 



Frail bark, on yon bright summer -sea 
That the breezes now curl but in sport ; 

Spread cheerily thy sail, for tho' pleasant it be, 
Ne'er linger till safe in the port. 
To the Port—little bark, to the Port ! 



Tired roe, that the hunter dost flee. 

While his arrow's e'en now on the wing, 

In yon green recess there's a fountain for thee ; 
Go rest by that clear, secret spring, — 
To the spring, panting roe, to the spring ! 



My spirit, still hovering, half blest. 

Mid shadows so fleeting and dim, 
Ah ! knowest thou thy Rock, and thy Haven of rest, 

And thy pure spring of joy ? 

Then to Him — fluttering spirit, to Him ! 
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The Land that we Live in. 



nPHE land that we live in — the land that we live in, 
-■- Oh ! where is the heart does not think it more fair, 
Than the brightest of climes to which nature has given, 

Her clearest of sun, and her purest of air ? 
Italia may boast of her ever-green bowers, 

Her sky without clouds, and her rose-scented breeze, 
And Granada may vaunt of her gardens and flowers, 

But there is one spot that is dearer than these. 
Tis the land that we live in — the land that we live in-^ 

Oh where is the heart does not think it more fair, 
Than the brightest of climes to which nature has given, 

Her clearest of sun, and her purest of air ! 



Romantic and wild are proud Scotia's mountains, 

And fair are the plains of imperial France — 
And Persia may boast of her groves and her fountains, 

And mingle the mirth of the song and the dance. 
The climes of the East may exhibit their treasures ; 

Their palm trees may bloom, and their waters may fall. 
And music may join, to enliven their pleasures, 

But there is one spot that is dearer than all. 
'Tis the land that we live in — the land that we live in, 

Oh ! where is the heart, does not think it more fair, 
Than the brightest of climes to which nature has given 

Her clearest of sun, and her purest of air ! 
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The Masque of the New Year. 



** So forth issew'd the Seasons ef the Yeare." — Spenser. 



^ 



OUT from tower and from steeple rang the sudden New 
Year bells, 
Like the chorusing of genii in aerial citadels ; 
And, as they chimed and echoed overthwart the gulfs of 

gloom, 
Lo ! a brilliance burst upon me, and a masque went through 
the room. 

First, the young New Year came forward, like a little dancing 

child. 

And his hair was as a glory, and his eyes were bright and 

wild, 
And he shook an odorous torch, and he laughed, but did 

not speak, 

And his smile went softly rippling through the roses of his 

cheek. 

Round he looked across his shoulder ; — and the Spirit of the 

Spring 
Entered slowly, moved before me, paused and lingered on the 

wing; 
And she smiled and wept together, with a dalliance quaint 

and sweet. 
And her tear drops changed to flowers underneath her glid- 
ing feet. 

*rhen a landscape opened outwards. Broad, brown wood- 
lands stretched away 
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In the luminous blue distance of a windy — clear March day ; 
And at once the branches kindled with a light of hovering 

green, 
And grew vital in the sunshine, as the Spirit passed between. 

Birds flashed about the copses, striking sharp notes through 

the air ; 
Danced the lambs within the meadows ; crept the snake from 

out his lair ; 
Soft as shadow sprang the violets, thousands seeming but as 

one; 
Flamed the crocuses beside them, like gold-droppings of the 

sun. 

And the goddess of the Spring — that Spirit tender and be- 
nign— 

Squeezed a vapoury cloud, which vanished into Heaven's crys- 
tal wine ; 

And she faded in the distance, where the thickening leaves 
were piled ; — 

And the New Year had grown older, and no longer was a 
child. 

Summer, shaking languid roses from his dew-bedabbled hair. 
Summer, in a robe of green, and with arms and shoulders 

bare. 
Next came forward ; and the richness of his pageants filled 

the eye ; 
Breadths of English meadows basking underneath the happy 

sky; 

Long grass swaying in the playing of the almost wearied 
breeze ; 
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Flowers bowed beneath a crowd of the yellow-armored bees ; 
Sumptuous forests filled with twilight, like a dreamy old 

romance ; 
Rivers falling, rivers calling, in their indolent advance ; 

Crimson heath-bells, making regal all the solitary places ; 
Dominant light, that pierces down into the deep blue water 

spaces ; 
Sun-uprisings, and sun-settings, and intensities of noon ; 
Purple darkness of the midnight, and the glory of the moon; 

Rapid, rosy-tinted lightnings, where the rocky clouds were 

riven, 
Like the lifting of a veil before the inner courts of Heaven ; 
Silver stars in azure evenings, slowly climbing up the steep ; 
Corn-fields ripening to the harvest, and the wide seas smooth 

with sleep. 

• 
Circled with these living splendors. Summer passed from out 

my sight. 
Like a dream that filled with beauty all the caverns of the 

night ; 
And the vision and the presence into empty nothing ran ;— • 
And the New Year was still older, and seemed now a youth- 
ful man. 

Autumn ! Forth from glowing orchards stepped he gaily in a 
gown 

Of warm russet, freaked with gold, and with a visage sunny- 
brown : 

On his head a rural chaplet, wreathed with heavily drooping 
grapes. 

And broad shadow-casting vine-leaves, like the Bacchanalian 
shapes. 
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Fruits and berries rolled before him from the year's exhaust- 
less horn ; 

Jets of wine went spinning upward,and he held a sheaf of 
corn; 

And he laughed for very joy, and he danced from too 
much pleasure ; 

And he sang old songs of harvest, and he quaffed a mighty 
measure. 



But above this wild delight an overmastering graveness rose, 
And the fields and trees seemed thoughtful in their abso- 
lute repose ; 
And I saw the woods consuming in a many-colored death — 
Streaks of yellow flame, down deepening through the green 
that lingereth. 

Sanguine flushes like a sunset, and austerely shadowing 

brown ; 
And I heard within the silence the nuts sharply rattling 

down; 
And 1 saw the long, dark hedges all alight with scarlet fire, 
Where the berries, pulpy-ripe, had spread their bird-feasts 

on the brier. 

I beheld the southern vineyards, and the hop-grounds of our 

land. 

Sending gusts of fragrance outwards, nearly to the salt sea 

strand ; 
Saw the windy moors rejoicing in their tapestry of fern. 

And the stately reeds and rushes, that to dusty dryness turn. 

Autumn walked in glee and triumph, over mountain, wood, 
and plain. 
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And he looked upon their richness as a king on his domain : 
All too soon he waned and vanished over misty heaths and 

meres ; 
And the New Year stood beside me like a man of fifty years. 

In a foggy cloud obscurely, entered Winter, ashy pale , 
And his step was hard and heavy, and he wore an icy mail : 
Blasting all the path before him, leapt a black wind from the 

north, 
And from stinging drifts of sleet he forged the arrows of his 

wrath. 

Yet some beauty still was found ; for, when the fogs had 

passed away, 
The wide lands came glittering forward in a fresh and strange 

array : 
Naked trees had got snow foliage, soft, and feathery, and 

bright. 
And the earth looked dressed for Heaven in its spiritual 

white. 

Black and cold as iron armor, lay the frozen lakes and 

streams. 
Round about the fenny plashes, shone the long and pointed 

gleams 
Of the tall reeds, ice-incrusted ; the old hollies, jewel-spread. 
Warmed the white marmoreal chillness with an ardency of 

red. 

Upon desolate morasses, stood the heron, like a ghost. 
Beneath the gliding shadows of the wild fowl's noisy host ; 
And the bittern clamored harshly from his nest among the 

sedge. 
Where the indistinct, dull moss had blurred the ragged 

water's edge. 
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But the face of Winter softened, and his lips broke into 

smiles, 
And^is heart was filled with radiance as from far enchanted 

isles ; 
For across the long horizon came a light upon the way — 
The light of Christmas fires, and the dawning of new day. 

And Winter moved not onward, like the rest, but made a 

stand. 
And took the Spirit of Christmas, as a brother, by the hand; 
And together toward the heavens, a great cry of joy they 

sent; 
A'nd the New Year was the Old Year, and his head was grey 

and bent. 



Then another New Year entered, like another dancing child. 
With his tresses as a glory, and his glances bright and wild ; 
And he flashed his odorous torch, and he laughed out in the 

place. 
And his soul looked forth in joy, and made a sunshine on his 

face. 

Out from spire, and from turret, pealed the sudden New Year 

bells. 
Like the distant songs of angels in their fields of asphodels ; 
And that lustrous child went sparkling to his aged father's 

side. 
And the New Year kissed the Old Year, and the Old Year 

gently died ! 
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SPRING. 



Spring. 



COME, gentle spring I ethereal mildness ! come, 
And, from the bosom of yon dropping cloud, 
While music wakes around, veiled in a shower 
Of shadowing roses, on our plains descend. 



Thus all day long the full-distended clouds 

Indulge their genial stores, and well-showered earth 

Is deep enriched with vegetable life. 

Till, in the western sky the downward sun 

Looks out effulgent from amidst the flush 

Of broken clouds, gay — shifting to his beam. 

The rapid radiance instantaneous strikes 

The illumined mountain, through the forest streams, 

Shakes on the floods and in the yellow mist. 

Far smoking o*er the interminable plain. 

In twinkling myriads, lights the dewy gems. 

Moist, bright, and green the landscape laughs around. 

Full swell the woods ; their every music wakes, 

Mixed in wild concert with the warbling brooks. 

Increased the distant bleating of the hills. 

And hollow lows responsive from the vales 

Whence, blending all, the sweetened zephyr springs. 
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Midsummer. 



A ROUND the lovely valley, rise 
•^^The purple hills of Paradise. 

! softly on yon banks of haze, 
Her rosy face fair Summer lays. 
Becalmed along the azure sky, 
The argosies of cloud-land lie, 
Whose shores with many a shining rift. 
Far off their pearl-white peaks uplift. 
Thro' all the long midsummer day 
The meadow sides are sweet with hay. 

1 seek at noon the coolest seat. 
Just where ihe field and forest meet ; 



Where grow the pine trees tall and bland. 
The ancient oaks, austere and grand, 
And fringy roots and pebbles fret 
The ripples of the rivulet. 
I watch the mowers as they go 
Thro* the tall grass, a white-sleeved row ; 
With even strokes their scythes they swing, 
In tune with merry whetstones' ring. 
Behind, the nimble youngsters run, 
And toss the thick swathes in the sun ; 
The cattle graze, where warm and still 
Slopes the broad pasture, — ^basks the hill — 
And bright, when summer breezes break, 
The green wheat crinkles like a lake. 



The butterfly and humble bee 
Come to the pleasant woods with me, 
Quickly before me runs the quail, 
Her chickens skulk beneath the rail. 
High up, the lone wood-pigeon sits, 
And the woodpecker pecks and flits. 
Sweet woodland music sinks and swells. 
The brooklet rings its tinkling bells, 
The swarming insects drone and hum. 
The partridge beats his throbbing drum, 
The squirrel leaps among the boughs, 
And chatters in his leafy house ; 
The oriole flashes by, and look ! 
Into the mirror of the brook, 
Where the vain blue-bird trims his coat, 
Two tiny feathers fall and float. 
As silently, as tenderly. 
The dawn of peace desends to me. 
O, this is peace ! I have no need 
Of friend to talk, or book to read. 
A dear companion here abides, 
Close to my thrilling heart he hides ; 
The holy silence is His voice, — 
I lie, and listen, and rejoice. 
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Autumn. 



T LOVE to wander through the woodlands hoary, 
-■■ In the soft lights of an autumnal day, 
When Summer gathers up her robes of glory, 
And like a dream of glory, glides away. 

How through each loved, familiar path she lingers, 
Serenely smiling through the golden mist, 

Tinting the wild grape with her dewy fingers, 
Till the cool emerald turns to amethyst. 

Warm lights are on the sleepy upland waning, 
Beneath dark clouds along the horizon rolled, 

Till the slant sunbeams, through their fringes raining. 
Bathe all the hills in melancholy gold. 

Beside the brook and on the umbered meadow. 
Where yellow fern-tufts fleck the faded ground, 

W^ith folded lids, beneath their palmy shadow. 
The gentian nods, in balmy slumbers bound. 

The little birds upon the hill-side lonely, 
Flit noiselessly along from spray to spray. 

Silent as a sweet wandering thought, that only 
Shows its bright wings, and softly glides away. 

The scentless flowers, in the warm sunlight dreaming, 
Forget to breathe their fullness of delight. 

And through the tranced woods, soft airs are streaming, 
Still as the dew-fall of a summer night. 

So in my heart, a sweet, unwonted feeling 
Stirs like the wind in ocean's hollow shell. 

Through all its secret chambers sadly stealing, 
Yet finds no words its mystic charm to tell. 



From Snow-Bound. 



UNW ARMED by any sunset light, 
The grey day darkened into night, 
A night made hoary with the swarm 
And whirl-dance of the blinding storm. 
As zigzag, wavering to and fro. 
Crossed and recrossed, the winged snow ; 
And ere the early bed-time came, 
The white drifts piled the window-frame. 
And through the glass the clothes-line posts 
Looked in like tall and sheeted ghosts. 

Shut in from all the world without, 
We sat the clean-winged hearth about. 
Content to let the north-wind roar 
In baffled rage at pane and door. 
While the red logs before us beat 
The frost-line back with tropic heat ; 
And ever when a louder blast 
Shook beam and rafter as it passed. 
The merrier up its roaring draught 
The great throat of the chimney laughed. 
The house dog on his paws outspread. 
Laid to the tire his drowsy head, 
The cat's dark silhouette on the wall 
A couchant tiger's seemed to fall ; 
And for the winter fireside meet 
Between the andirons' straddling feet. 
The mug of cider simmered slow. 
The apples sputtered in a row, 
And, close at hand, the basket stood 
With nuts from brown October's wood. 



BOAT SONG. 
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Coming, 

COMEST Thou at evening ? We would fain 
Be found before Thee meekly kneeling, 
Where thro' the far off storied pane, 

The last soft gleam is upward stealing. 

< 

Comest Thou at midnight ? O may we 
Be watching found — some lowly moan 

Just breathed in humbleness to Thee — 
Some hidden deed of Penance done. 

Comest Thou at cock-crow ? Well for those 
Whose pillows vacant shall be found, 

And they gone forth to seek repose, 
Perchance with Thee, upon the ground. 

Comest Thou at morn ? The home how blest 
Where from Thine Altar, trimmed aright, 

The hallow lamp hath known no rest, 
The chanted Psalm outworn the night. 
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Boat Song, 

O HADES of evening I close not o'er us, 
^ Leave our lonely bark awhile ; 
Morn, alas ! will not restore us 
Yonder dim and distant isle. 
Still my fancy can discover 

Sunny spots where friends may dwell ; 
Darker shadows round us hover — 
Isle of beauty, fare-thee-well ! 
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MORNING HYMN TO MONT BLANC. 



Thro' the mist that floats above us, 

Faintly sounds the vesper bell, 
Like a voice from those who love us ; 

Breathing softly, fare-thee-well ! 
Shades of evening ! close not o'er us, 

Leave our lonely bark awhile ; 
Morn, alas ! will not restore us 

Yonder dim and distant isle ! 



Morning Hymn to Mont Blanc. 



H 



AST thou a charm to stay the morning star 
In his steep course ? so long he seems to pause 
On thy bald, awful head, O, sovereign Blanc ! 
The Arve and Arveiron at thy base 
Rave ceaselessly ; but thou, most awful form ! 
Risest from out thy silent sea of pines. 
How silently ! Around thee ana above, 
Deep is the air and dark, — substantial black, — 
An ebon mass ; methinks thou piercest it 
As with a wedge ! But when I look again, 
It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine. 
Thy habitation from eternity I 

O, dread and silent mount ! I gazed upon thee 
Till thou, still present to the bodily sense, 
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Didst vanish from my thought : entranced in prayer, 

I worshipped the Invisible alone. 

Yet like some sweet beguiling melody, 

So sweet we know not we are listening to it, 

Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my thoughts, 

Yea, with my life, and life's own secret joy, — 

Till the dilating soul, enwrapt, transfused. 

Into the mighty vision passing, there 

As in her natural form, swelled vast to Heaven. 

Awake, my soul 1 not only passive praise 
Thou owest — not alone these swelling tears, 
Mute thanks, and secret ecstasy. Awake, 
Voice of sweet song ! Awake, my heart, awake ! 
Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my hymn. 
Thou first and chief, sole sovereign of the vale ! 
Oh ! struggling with the darkness all the night. 
And visited all night by troops of stars. 
Or when they climb the sky or when they sink ; 
Companion of the morning star at dawn, 
Thyself, earth's rosy star, and of the dawn 
Co-herald — wake, oh, wake ! and utter praise. 
Who sank thy sunless pillars deep in earth ? 
Who filled thy countenance with rosy light ? 
Who made thee parent of perpetual streams? 

And you, ye five wild torrents, fiercely glad ! 
Who called you forth from night and utter death. 
From dark and icy caverns called you forth, 
Down those precipitous, black, jagged rocks. 
Forever shattered, and the same forever? 
Who gave you your invulnerable life, 
Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy. 
Unceasing thunder, and eternal foam ? 
6 
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And who commanded, — and the silence came, — 
Here let the billows stififen, and have rest ?" 



t{ 



Ye ice falls ! ye that from the mountain's brow 

Adown enormous ravines slope amain, — 

Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice, 

And stopped at once amidst their maddest plunge ! 

Motionless torrents ! Silent cataracts ! 

Who made you glorious as the gates of Heaven 

Beneath the keen, full moon ? Who bade the sun 

Clothe you with rainbows ? Who, with living flowers 

Of lovliest blue, spread garlands at your feet ? 

** God !" let the torrents, like a shout of nations, 

Answer; and let the ice-plains echo, " God !" 

** God I" bing ye meadow streams with gladsome voice ! 

Ye pine groves, with your soft and soul-like sounds ! 

And they too have a voice, yon piles of snow, 

And in their perilous fall shall thunder, *' God !" 

Ye living flowers, that skirt the eternal frost ! 

Ye wild goats, sporting round the eagle's nest ! 

Ye eagles, playmates of the mountain storm ! 

Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the skies ! 

Ye signs and wonders of the elements ! 

Utter forth " God !" and fill the hills with praise ! 

Once more, hoar Mount ! with thy sky-pointing peaks. 

Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard. 

Shoots down ward,, glittering through the pure serene, 

Into the depth of clouds that veil thy breast, — 

Thou too, again, stupendous Mountain ! thou. 

That as I raise my head, awhile bowed low 

In adoration, upward from thy base 

Slow travelling with dim eyes, suffused with tears. 

Solemnly seemest like a vapory cloud. 



THE YOUNGLING OF THE FLOCK. 5 1 



To rise before me, — rise, O, ever rise ! 
Rise like a cloud of incense from the earth ! 
Thou kingly spirit, throned among the hills, 
Thou dread ambassador from earth to heaven. 
Great Hierarch ! tell thou the silent sky, 
And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun. 
Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God ! 
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The Youngling of the Flock. 



\^ WELCOME ! thrice welcome to my heart, thou harbinger 
^ ^ of bliss. 
How have I looked till Hope grew sick, for a moment bright 

as this ! 
Thou hast flashed upon my aching sight, when fortune's 

clouds were dark, 
The sunny spirit of my dreams, the dove unto mine ark ! 

Oh ! no, not even when life was new, and love and hope were 

young. 
And on the firstling of my flock, with raptured gaze I hung, 

Did I feel the glow that thrills me now, the yearnings fond 

and deep. 
That stir my bosom's inmost strings, as I watch thy placid 

sleep. 

Tho* loved and cherished be the flower, that springs 'neath 

summer skies, 
The bud that blooms mid wintry storms more tenderly we 

prize. 
One does but make our bliss more bright ; the other meets 
our eye 
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Like a radiant star when all beside have vanished from on 
high. 

Sweet blossom of my stormy hour, star of my troubled 

heaven ! 
To thee, what passing — sweet perfume, what soothing light 

is given. 
And precious art thou to my soul, but dearer far, that thou 
A messenger of peace and love, art sent to cheer me now. 

I listen to thy feeble cry till it wakens in my breast 
The sleeping energies of love, sweet hopes too long re- 
pressed ! 
For weak as that low wail may be, to other ears than mine, 
It stirs my heart like a trumpet's voice, to strive for thee and 
thine. 

It peals upon my dreaming soul, sweet tidings of the birth 
Of a new and blessed link of love, to fetter me to earth ; 
And strengthening many a bright resolve, it bids me do and 

dare. 
All that a father's heart may brave, to make thy sojourn fair. 



I cannot shield thee from the blight a bitter world may 

fling, 
O'er all the promise of thy youth — the visions of thy spring, 
For I would not warp thy gentle heart, each kindlier impulse 

ban, 
By teaching thee what I have learned — how base a thing is 

man ! 

I cannot save thee from the grief to which our flesh is heir, 
But I can arm thee with a spell, life's keenest ills to bear. 



I may not fortune's frown avert, but I can bid thee pray, 
For wealth this world can never give, nor ever take away. 

From altered friendship's chilling glance, from hate's enven- 

om'd dart, 
Misplaced affection's withering pang, or true love's wonted 

smart. 
I cannot shield my darling child, but I can bid him seek 
Such faith and love from Heaven above, as will leave earth's 

malice weak. 

But wherefore doubt that He, who makes the smallest bird 

his care, 
And tempers to the new shorn lamb, the blast it ill could 

bear, 
Will still his guiding arm extend, his glorious plan pursue, 
And if he give thee ills to bear, will grant thee courage too. 

Dear youngling of my little fold, the lovliest and the last ! 
'Tis sweet to dream what thou wilt be, when long, long years 

are past. 
To think when time has blanched my hair, and others leave 

my side. 
Thou wilt be still my prop and stay, my blessing, and my 

pride. 

And when the world has done its worst, when life's fever fit 

is o'er. 
And the griefs that wring my weary heart, will never reach it 

more. 
How sweet to think thou wilt be near, to catch my latest 

sigh, 
To bend beside my dying bed, and close my glazing eye ! 
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FRAGMENT FROM EURIPIDES. 



O ! 'tis for offices like these, the last, sweet child is given, 
The mother's joy, the father's pride, the fairest boon of 

heaven, 
Their fireside plaything first, and then, of their failing strength 

the rock. 
The rainbow of their waning years — the Youngling of their 

Flock. 



T 



Early Dawn. 

HE point of one white star is quivering still 
Deep in the orange light of widening morn 
Beyond the purple mountains ; thro' a chasm 
Of wind-divided mist, the darker lake 
Reflects it. Now it wanes ; it gleams again 
As the waves fade, and as the burning threads 
Of woven clouds unravel in pale air ; 
'Tis lost ! and thro' yon peaks of cloud-like snow, 
The roseate sun-light quivers ; hear I not 
The JEolian music of her sea-green plumes 
Winnowing the crimson dawn ? 
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Fragment from Euripides. 

EAR is that valley to the murmuring bees : 
And all who know it, come and come again. 
The small birds build there, and at summer noon 
Oft have I heard a child, gay among flowers. 
As in the shining grass she sat, concealed. 
Sing to herself 



BABIE BELL. 



55 



Babie Bell 
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AVE you not heard the poets tell 
How came the dainty Babie Bell 

Into this world of ours ? 
The gates of Heaven were left ajar : 

With folded hands and dreamy eyes, 

Wandering out of Paradise, 
She saw this planet, like a star, 

Hung in the glittering depths of even — 
Its bridges, running to and fro, 
0*er which the white-winged Angels go. 

Bearing the holy dead to Heaven ! 
She touched a bridge of flowers — those feet, 

So light they did not bend the bells 

Of the celestial asphodels ! 

They fell like dew upon the flowers, 
Then all the air grew strangely sweet ! 
And thus came dainty Babie Bell 

Into this world of ours. 



She came and brought delicious May. 

The swallows built beneath the eaves : 
Like sunlight, in and out the leaves. 

The robins went, the livelong day ; 

The lily swung its noiseless bell. 

And o'er the porch the trembling vine 
Seemed bursting with its veins of wine 

How sweetly, softly, twilight fell ! 

Oh, earth was full of singing-birds. 
And opening spring-tide flowers. 

When the dainty Babie Bell 

Came to this world of ours I 
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O Babie, dainty Babie Bell, 
How fair she grew from day to day ! 

What woman-nature filled her eyes, 
What poetry within them lay I 
Those deep and tender twilight eyes, 

So full of meaning, pure and bright 

As if she yet stood in the light 
Of those oped gates of Paradise ! 
And so we loved her more and more : 
Ah, never in our hearts before 

Was love so lovely borne : 
We felt we had a link between 
This real world and that unseen — 

The land beyond the morn ! 
And for the love of those dear eyes, 

For love of her whom God led forth, 

(The Mother's being ceased on earth 
When Babie came from Paradise) — 
For love of Him who smote our lives. 

And woke the chords of joy and pain. 
We said, ** Dear Christ !'* our hearts bent down 

Like violets after rain. 



And now the orchards, which were white 

And red with blossoms when she came, 
Were rich in autumn's mellow prime : 

The clustered apples burnt like flame. 
The soft-cheeked peaches blushed and fell, 
The ivory chestnut burst its shell. 
The grapes hung purpling in the grange : 
And time wrought just as rich a change 

In little Babie Bell. 
Her lissom form more perfect grew. 



And in her features we could trace, 
In softened curves, her mother's face ! 

Her angel-nature ripened too. 

We thought her lovely when she came, 
But she was holy, saintly now — 
Around her pale angelic brow 

We saw a slender ring of flame ! 

God's hand had taken away the seal 

That held the portals of her speech ; 
And oft she said a few strange words 

Whose meaning lay beyond our reach. 
She never was a child to us. 

We never held her being's key : 
We could not teach her holy things — 

She was Christ's self, in purity. 

It came upon us by degrees : 

We saw its shadow ere it fell. 
The knowledge that our God had sent 

His messenger for Babie Bell. 

We shuddered with unlanguaged pain, 
And all our hopes were changed to fears, 
And all our thoughts ran into tears 

Like sunshine into rain. 

We cried aloud in our belief, 

" Oh, smite us gently, gently, God ! 

Teach us to bend and kiss the rod. 
And perfect grow through grief." 

Ah, how we loved her, God can tell ; 
Her heart y/as folded deep in ours ; 

Our hearts are broken, Babie Bell ! 



H 
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At last he came, the messenger, 

The messenger from unseen lands : 
And what did dainty Babie Bell ? 

She only crossed her little hands. 
She only looked more meek and fair ! 
We parted back her silken hair : 
We wove the roses round her brow, 
White buds, the summer's drifted snow- 



Wrapped her from head to foot in flowers ; 
And thus went dainty Babie Bell 
Out of this world of ours ! 



-•<»5*Co*^ 



Snow. 

THRIFT, drift, soft snow 
■^-^ Where wild winds blow 

O'er fields all brown and bare ; 
And on the town 
Drop gently down 

A mantle white and fair. 



Oh, clinging snow ! 
The bleak winds blow 

The sobbing, shaking trees ; 
Wrap close and trim 
Each naked limb, 

Bereft of bloom and leaves. 

Pale snow, pure snow, 
^ift soft and slow 

Where roses buried lie ; 



SNOW. 
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Over their bed 
Oh ! kindly shed 

Thy downy canopy ! 

But oh ! soft snow 
Drift smooth below 

My trees of evergreen ; 
For underneath 
Their spicy breath, 

My garden plot is seen. 

O gentle snow ! 
Lie soft, lie low 

Upon that garden bed ; 
For buried there 
Are flowers more rare 

Than roses damask red. 

Wrap smooth and neat, 
Thy pure white sheet 

Above my blossoms dead, 
And murmur low, 
O drifting snow 

Above their quiet bed ! 
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CHILD OF THE ANGEL WING. 
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Child of the Angel Wing. 



OH ! sing me a song as I fall asleep," 
Said a little one with a lustrous eye ; 
"Or tell me a tale of the flowers that peep, 

In the bright green woods that reach to the sky. 
That peep in the spring, when the birdies sing, 
And the heavens are blue as our Nelly^s eyes, 
Or tell of the child of the angel wing 
Who walks in the garden of Paradise." 



I sang him the song — I told him the tale. 

And watched by his couch till we thought he slept, 
And his cheek was white as the moonbeams pale. 

That stealthy and bright near his pillow crept ; 
Then my words grew few, and my voice sank low, 

And I said, **In thy dreams may the seraphs sing;" 
But he whispered soft as I rose to go, 

**0h, tell of the child of the Angel Wing !" 



Then I sang again, but he restless grew 

And tossed his young arms as he wildly spoke. 
And a burning red to his forehead flew. 

As the moon went down, and the morning broke. 
But he spoke no more of the spring's bright flowers. 

And he thought no more of his Nelly's eyes. 
One name alone, mid his feverish hours. 

Was breathed in a whisper that pierced the skies. 




"My Mother," he said, and his eyes grew dim, 

For the sense, with their wavering lustre, fled, 
And he never knew that she watched by him, 

Whose sun went down at his dying bed. 
He has gone where the angels sweetly sing. 

His story was brief as the sunset dyes ; 
He walks with the Child of the Angel wing. 

In the flowery garden of Paradise ! 



-•oJ<Koo- 



The Autumnal Guest. 



T 



HE crown from the forehead of Summer 
Had dropt, the dim woodlands were sere. 

When there entered our home a strange comer 
Afar from the kingdom of fear. 
In the desolate fall of the year. 

He darkened our doors, and the hours, 
Once opening like myrtles in bloom. 

Were blighted as if they were flowers. 
That droop in the shade of the tomb. 
That wither and die in its gloom. 
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There came to our cheek a strange pallor, 
Our words grew unfrequent and low, 

But one of our household, with valor 
Smiled sweet on that terrible foe, 
As the rose, on the cold falling snow. . 

My star of the night and the morning, 
My joy and my beauty was she ! 

There came to my heart a forewarning « 
A blast from the winter to be — 
The winter, that waileth in me.. 

And I knew that my kingdom of Summer 
Must fade, and its crown disappear ; 

Oh I pitiless grew that dread comer 
Afar from the kingdom of fear, 
In the desolate fall of the year ! 

A grave 'neath the pines for my keeping 
He left me — that sorrowful guest ; 

A soul that is weary with weeping, 
A world that in shadow is drest — 
A life that is wild with unrest. 

No more, never more to behold her ! 

I wake by degrees to my loss ; 
I feel the cold world growing colder. 

On sorrow*s drear ocean I toss ; 

I faint *neath the load of my cross. 

Yet high in that infinite Summer, 

Beyond the pale kingdom of fear, 

God's angels have crowned a]new comer ; 
She smiles frotn her heavenly sphere - 
She calls me — the morning is near ! 
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Golden Hair. 



GOLDEN Hair sat on her grandfather's knee, 
Dear Uttle Golden Hair, tired was she, 
All the day busy as busy could be. 

Up in the morning as soon as 'twas light, 
Out with the birds, and the butterflies bright. 
Flitting about till the coming of night. 

Grandfather toyed with the curls on her head ; 
** What has my baby been doing," he said, 
" Since she arose with the sun from her bed?" 

** Pitty much," answered the sweet little one , 
** I cannot tell, so much things have I done — 
Played with my dolly and feeded my bun. 

** And I have jumped with my little jump rope. 
And then I made, out of water and soap, 
B'utiful worlds, mamma's castles of hope. 

** Then I have read in my picture book; 

And little Bella and I went to look 

For some smooth stones by the side of the brook. 

'* Then I comed home, and I eated my tea. 
And I climbed up to my grandpa's knee. 
I am jes as tired as tired can be." 

Nearer and nearer the little head pressed, 
Until it drooped upon grandfather's breast, 
Dear little Golden Hair, sweet be thy rest. 
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MY JEWEL. 



We are but children : the things that we do, 
Are as sports of a babe to the Infinite view, 
Who sees all our weakness and pities it too. 

God grant that when night overshadows our way, 
And we shall be called to account for the day, 
He may find it as guileless as Golden Hair's play. 

And oh ! when a- weary, may we be so blessed. 
As to sink like an innocent child to our rest. 
And feel ourselves clasped to the Infinite breast. 



My Jewel. 



JEWEL, most precious thy mother to deck. 
Clinging so close to the chain at my neck, 
Clasping thy little white fingers, to hold 
Closer and closer the circlets of gold, — 
Gift of my Maker, so pure and so dear. 
Almost I hold thee with trembling and fear 
What is the gladness so holy and new, 
Still as I clasp thee, or have thee in view ? 
What is the noose that slips over my mind, 
Drawing it back if I leave thee behind? 
Soft is the bandage, but strong is the knot ; 
Oh ! when the mother her babe has forgot, 
Ceasing from joy in so sacred a trust. 
Dark must her eye be, and closed for the dust. 
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Spirit immortal ! with light from above, 

Over this new-opened fountain of love, 

Forth from my heart as it gushes so free, 

Sparkling, and playing, and leaping to thee, — 

Painting the rainbow of hopes, till they seem 

Brighter than reason, too true for a dream, — 

What shall I call thee ? ray glory ? my sun ? 

These cannot name thee, my beauteous one. 

Brilliant, celestial, so priceless in worth. 

How shall I keep thee unspotted from earth ? 

Where, from the thief and the robber, who stray 

Over earth's paths, shall I hide thee away ? 

Rich is the setting, but richer the gem ; 

Oh ! thou'lt be coveted, sought for by them. 

I must devote thee to One who is pure, 

Touched by whose brightness thine own will endure. 

Worn on His bosom, no sorrow can dim, 

Nothing can aim at, or pluck thee from Him. 

Holy and seamless the garments he folds 

Over the jewels, which closely he holds. 

Hence unto Him be my little one given, 

Yea, — "For of such is the kingdom of Heaven." 
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A Little Crib. 



A 



LITTLE crib beside the bed, 
A little face above the spread, 
A little frock behind the door, 
A little shoe upon the floor, 
A little lad with dark brown hair, 
A little blue eyed face, and fair, 
A little lane that leads to school, 
A little pencil, slate and rule, 
A little blithesome, winsome maid, 
A little hand within his laid, 
A little cottage— acres four, 
A little old-time homestead store ; 
A little family gathering round, 
A little turf-heaped, tear-wet mound. 
A little added to his soil, 
A little rest from harder toil, 
A little silver in his hair, 
A little stool, an easy chair, 
A little night of Faith-lit gloom, 
A little journey to the tomb. 
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Star-Dust of Gold. 



From the German. 



STAR-dust of gold, by Jehovah . 
Broad-cast in Heaven-fields, we view 
Arching aloft and far over 
All the eternally blue. 

Seed of great thoughts, that, unsleeping 
Through the lone silence of night, 

Yearningly climbing and creeping, 
Swell in the stillness of might. 

Stretch then to earth, the low darkling 
Blossom wreathed tendrils from far, 

Till the inspired one, sparkling. 
Glows in the star-quire, a star. 

Lord of the shining ones, hear me ! 

Father of bliss and of rest ! 
Take me, the lonely and weary, 

Home to the infinite breast. 




Twilight in tlie Gap. 




AITING in the deepening shadows, 

Lingering near the dusky shore, 
While our stalwart, drowsy boatman 

Rests his arm upon the oar, 
We will watch the rushes nodding 
Where the ripples leave the strand. 
And the first faint streaks of vapor 
Curling o'er the meadow land : — 
List the whispering vernal grasses 
Bowing low as Twilight passes. 



Slowly on the tranquil river 

See her partmg glances die, 
While she steps serene and stately. 

Towards the fading western sky. 
Now, where rests the Indian Ladder, 

Heavily her shadow leans ; 
And the fire-flies' lamps are glittering 

Up Mt. Minsi's dark ravines. 



Mountain tints of rose and purple 

All have faded into gray ; 
Loyal oaks upon their summits 

Wave adieus to parting day. 
Folded are the eagle's pinions 

O'er her brood beneath the cliff, 
Whence the shattered pine tree's branches 

Stretch above her, charred and stiff. 



Twilight in the Gap. 




[AITING in the deepening shadows, 

Lingering near the dusky shore, 
I While our stalwart, drowsy boatman 

Rests his arm upon the oar, 
We will watch the rushes nodding 
Where the ripples leave the strand, 
And the first faint streaks of vapor 
Curling o*er the meadow land: — 
List the whispering vernal grasses 
Bowing low as Twilight passes. 



Slowly on the tranquil river 

See her partmg glances die. 
While she steps serene and stately. 

Towards the fading western sky. 
Now, where rests the Indian Ladder, 

Heavily her shadow leans ; 
And the fire-flies' lamps are glittering 

Up Mt. Minsi's dark ravines. 



Mountain tints of rose and purple 

All have faded into gray ; 
Loyal oaks upon their summits 

Wave adieus to parting day. 
Folded are the eagle's pinions 

O'er her brood beneath the cliff, 
Whence the shattered pine tree's branches 

Stretch above her, charred and stiff. 
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THE WIDOW TO THE FATHERLESS. 



The Widow to the Fatherless. 



No flowers by the wayside for thee, my boy, 
Thou art poor, thou art crippled and bUnd ; 
And the heart of thy mother, which once rose in joy 
When she looked on her noble and promising boy, 
Is laid low, like a flower by the wind. 

All sealed are the treasures of knowledge to thee. 

And closed are life's fountains of joy; 
And the mist of despair settles heavy round me. 
When in all earth's green valleys my eye cannot see 

One path for the feet of my boy. 

For the angel of death, when he entered our door, 

Spoilt all our bright pictures and dreams. 
And he left us the legacy due to the poor, 
The remembrance of joys we thought lasting and sure. 
And a future whence no promise gleams. 

But the Healer of Sorrows still lives, my poor son ; 

And he pours forth the oil and the wine ; 
And though dark is thy pathway, my own smitten one. 
The God of the fatherless calls thee his own. 

The God of the widow is mine. 



As yon bright arch of beauty, now gleaming afar. 

Shows the whirlwind and storm have passed by. 
And o*er their wild track, smiles the sweet evening star, 
So the eye of our God, crushed and torn tho' we are, 
Looks upon us in love from the sky. 



LAMBS FROM THE FOLD. 
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His all-cheering promises, poor tho* thou art, 

Were written in mercy for thee ; 
When I think of his goodness, I feel the tear start, 
For He saith the *'meek spirit,*' the " child pure in heart," 

His glorious image shall see. 

O I He loves whom He chastens, our merciful God, 

Tp His suffering child He is kind, 
If thou wilt bow low 'neath His chastening rod. 
He will show th^e the path which His servants have trod, 

Tho* thou'rt poor, and afflicted, and blind ! 

If, scorned by the world, for His peace thou hast striven. 

Thou shalt surely be blessed, my dear boy. 
He will give thee, for ashes, the beauty of Heaven, 
And the home of the ransomed to thee shall be given. 
With the sons of God shouting for joy ! 



oo^^oe- 



Lambs from the Fold. 

( Written in sickness, ) 



T N Thy loving kindness. Father, 
-■■ Dost Thou visit me again. 
Whispering that they who seek Thee, 
Never call Thy name in vain. 

Gently as the dew on Hermon, 
Falls Thy balm upon my brow ; 

And I own the healing presence. 
Of the Great Physician now. 
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LAMBS FROM THE FOLD. 



And when none but Thou art near me, 
Thro' this long and suffering night, 

I can see three little children 
Dancing in Thy fields of light. 

By the lilies blooming *neath them, 
Springing where their feet have trod. 

By the heavenly echoes o'er them. 

When they call Thee " Father," ** God," 

By the holy light around them, 

Gleaming thro' their robes of white, 

I can tell they are Thy angels 
Come to visit me to-night. 

And when none but Thou art near me. 
Thro' these weary hours of pain, 

For this pure and lovely vision. 
Will I bless Thy name again. 

By Thy mark upon the forehead 
Which they wore on earth with me. 

Know I well that I am gazing 
On the lambs we gave to Thee. 

In Thy fold. Oh ! Heavenly Shepherd, 
Have they found their lasting rest. 

In Thy arms have they been carried. 
They have lain upon Thy breast. 

'Neath Thy eye which never sleepeth, 

Safe our little^ flock has been — 
They have drank of living water — 

They have fed in pastures green. 
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Bounty, love, and power were shown us 
When Thou gave those children three ; 

We could see Thy tender mercy, 
When Thou called them back to Thee. 



Clothed in pure and seamless garments. 

See I now each little girl, 
Beckoning me to come to Heaven, 

Pointing to the gates of pearl. 

When their gentle voices whisper 

** Join us in that happy place," 
Bright with Heaven's eternal glory. 

Shines each lovely angel face. 

Lambs of Thy fold — they shall not perish ; 

Hearing Thy voice — they follow Thee, 
Strangers may call, but they, my Father, 

Safe in Thy holy hand shall be. 

Slowly to my eyes unfolding, 

Wings, thin as air, but bright as flame. 
Now they leave my silent chamber. 

Borne towards Heaven, from whence they came. 

By this pure and perfect vision, 

Given to me in hours of pain, 
I can feel that Thou art neat me, 

And I bless Thy name again ! 
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Bemo's Grave. 



N 



EAR a stream in Cherry Valley 
By the Kittatinny's side, 
While the purple light was resting 
On the mountain, Bemo died. 



As the golden glow of sunset 
Faded from the twilight sky. 

So the light of life, once joyous. 
Left his half-shut, glazing eye. 

No more at morn, his loud bark's echo. 
Up the mountain gorge will ring, 

Nor his graceful ears at evening. 
Droop above the crystal spring. 

No harsh voice e*er made him tremble ; 

No strong arm e'er dealt a blow, 
And beneath these mountain laurels. 

Gentle hands have laid him low. 

On a knoll in Cherry Valley, 
'Neath the rhododendron's shade, 

Where the hemlock makes sad music. 
Is our dear old Bemo laid. 

After months of snow and sunshine. 
On his grave have mosses g^own ; 

And three little girls so happy. 
Playing in the grove, have come. 



All at once they stop to listen 
To the story old and true, 

Of the good brave dog here buried, 
And of all he used to do. 



How he played " Bo-peep" with David, 

When he was a little boy ; 
How he shook the sticks he gave him, 

Capered 'round, and barked for joy ! 

Htw he kept the robbers from us, 
Nine long years — till he was old. 

Always heard our lowest whisper. 
Always did as he was told. 

And wh^n he grew old and sickly. 

Wandered far away to die, 
By the brook in Glenwood Meadow, 

Where the rushes grew so high. 

And, one morning when the sunshine. 
Tipped the little waves with gold. 

There the boys found dear old Bemo, 
On the coarse grass, stiff and cold. 



Then the little girls who heard this. 
Went and gathered meadow flowers, 

For the grave of old black Bemo, 
Good and faithful dog of ours. 
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LIGHTS OF HOME. 



Lights of Home. 



L' 



IGHTS of Home ! lights of Home ! 

As benighted I roam, 
How ye burst on my sight, with your heart-cheering ray I 

Light of Home 1 at the pane 

Thro' the wild driving rain 
Thou hast watched till the twilight has faded away ! 



By that wavering light, 

Now dim and now bright, 
I know that the hearth-fire is blazing for me. 

And far thro' the gloom 

Comes a beam from the room 
Whence a prayer for my safety is offered by thee ! 



Lights of home ! how ye glow 
Thro' the chill rain and snow : 

Ye speak of a promise of rest as I roam. 

Lights of home / how ye shine. 
From those raised eyes of thine, 

Which flash forth a welcome of joy when I come ! 



r 



OUR BIRD. 
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Our Bird. 



w 



HEN slowly the sun lifts the veil from the night, 
And the sweet airs of morning are stirred, 
We listen in vain for the note we love well, 
The heart-cheering voice of our bird ! 



Tho' our Birdie is caged, it is happy and bright. 

And its song is both joyous and free ; 
I call gently its name, and there comes a soft light 

In the dark eye that gazes on me. 

Thro* the bars of its cage it can peep up overhead. 

At the beautiful pageantry there ; 
Now glancing in sunlight its wings are outspread. 

As it warbles a tremulous air. 

Oh ! thus may we gaze o'er the bounds of earth's cage. 
Where our souls are imprisoned awhile. 

And see thro' the vista the fair promised land. 
Gleaming bright 'neath the Deity's smile. 

t 

Would the diamond or pearl buy our singing bird ? 

Would we change it for warbler more rare ? 
Ah, no ! for the music for our ear alone, 

Will be still heard tho' richer were there. 



I think, if uncaged, and its bright form were lost 

In the sky it has gazed at so long. 
We would still hear the voice of our warbling bird. 

Ringing clear like an angel's song. 



Tempted and Erring. 



TEMPTED and erring, would thy poor heart feel 
The calm once felt ? 
Enter thy closet, reverently kneel 
As once thou knelt. 



Far have thy steps in the bewildering maze 

Of pleasure, trod; 
And thou hast fear^'d, in life's forbidden ways. 

To meet thy God. 

When thou wast walking in the narrow way, 

A spark divine, 
Warmed by its presence, brightened by its ray. 

That soul of thine. 

On the cold altar of thy hardened heart, 

That spark has lain ; — 
Touched by the finger of thy God, 'twill start 

To flame again. 

Weak, erring heart, once more His mercy prove. 

Bow low in prayer, 
And thou shalt feel again thy Father's love 

And fostering care. 

Clothed with Humility, thou shalt not fear 

To kiss the rod ; 
Nor, in the straight and narrow path, to hear 
The voice of God ! 
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History of a Pet Cat. 

' I ^HERE was a little kitten once, 
"■- Who ne'er did any harm, 
It came one pretty moonlight night 
With two children from the farm. 



They fed it from a saucer, then, 
It grew tame as tame could be, 

And when I tell its name, you'll laugh, 
'Twas Kittenny Wittenny Wee ! 

His nose and breast and feet were white ; 

The rest was black aftd sleek. 
And soon he learned to play •* Bo-peep," 

And run at " Hide and seek." 

The fits this little kitty had. 

Were dreadful to behold. 
But Father said he'd have no more 

When he grew big and old. 

But even tho* he had the fits. 

And what so bad as that ? 
Aunt Mary* said " he had more wits 

Than any other cat." 

When mice were scarce, or breakfast late. 

He'd gently pat her lap ; 
He never licked a dinner plate. 

He never stole a scrap. 



*An aged colored cook . 
K 
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HISTORY OF A PET CAT. 



Sometimes he scratched the parlor door 

A little with his toes, 
And if it was unlatched, he pushed 

It open with his liose. 

Then he would slowly turn around 
On the cushion by the stove, 

And sit and doze with half shut eyes, 
As harmless as a dove. 

. When he grew old they called him Tom, 
That was a shorter name, 
But Kitty, Tom, or Pussy-Cat, 
To him was all the same. 

He had a round, good-humored face, 

His back was broad and fat. 
And every body called him wise. 

That is, — wise for a cat ! 

The children took him every night. 
And turning down the spread. 

They laid him on the blanket, soft, 
Till they got into bed. 

And there between them both, he laid. 

His tail was all that stirred. 
And what they thought was very strange. 

Their Pussy never purred. 

When those two children closed their eyes 

In sleep, gentle and sweet. 
He would creep out, and stretch his back. 

And curl down at their feet. 
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He went to EUwood Garrett's once, 

To get his likeness true. 
He wagged his tail, and shook one ear, 

But they thought that it would do. 

Apd every body was his friend. 

Only one big black cat. 
Aunt Mary said " he fought the pet, 

And should have died for that." 

But now my history grows sad ; 

I grieve that I must tell 
Of the very dark, mysterious fate. 

That Pussy dear befell. 

He went one morn to take a walk 

And breathe the pure fresh air, 
And when the dinner plates were scraped. 

Dear Kitty was not there ! 

The day was beautiful and bright, 

There was a pleasant breeze, 
Aunt Mary said, " he would come back 

From travelling o*er the seas." 

But when the dark, dark night came on, 

And Kitty did not come, 
Then every body wondered much 

Why he had left his home. 

The boy looked very sad, and said, 

"Poor Kitty's lost, I fear;" 
The little girl hung down her head 

To hide the falling tear. 
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They often wonder where he is 
Now the wintry tempests blow, 

Whether the black cat fights him yet, 
Or his feet are wet with snow. 

The little girl was always glad 
When he came into the room ; 

She always said ** when Kitty died 
He should have a pretty tomb." 

The boy said ''he would have him stuffed," 
But their planning all was vain ; 

For tho' they both called long and loud, 
He ne'er came back again. 



-oo>9i< 



Going to Sleep. 



o 



H ! come to the bedside in silence : 
Our mother is going to sleep ! 
We'll watch thro' the hush of the twilight. 
And praise God while we weep, — 

While we weep. 

Her bright hair has long since been silvered. 

Our own has grown faded and gray : — 
There's no light 'neath her tremulous eyelids ; 

And now she is passing away, — 

Passing away. 



GOING TO SLEEP. 




Oh ! the life-long love of a mother 
Is a guerdon to guard and to keep; 

And we cherish its memory closer 
Now our mother is going to sleep, — 

Going to sleep. 

From our childhood in beauty, before us, 
On Jesus, her guide ^nd her stay. 

She has leaned, and with calm eyes uplifted, 
She gave Him her hand night and day, — 

Night and day. 

And while walking in dread and in darkness. 
Thro* the valley of fears and alarms, 

He encouraged her tottering footsteps, 
And now she falls into His arms, — 

Into His arms. 



She hears His dear voice in the darkness: — 

Oh ! let us all thankfully weep ; 
He has called her His "child," His " beloved:" 

Praise Him ! He has given her " Sleep," — 

Given her Sleep. 




86 CHEERIE DEAR, 



Birdie's Silver Bells. 



TX THERE are Birdie's silver bells ? 
^ ^ Through the snow I hear them ringing. 
Nearer now the music swells, 

Birdie in the tree- top swinging, . 
Rings his tiny silver bells. 

Where are Birdie's silver bells ? 
Snow and hail around are falling. 

Covering all the hills and dells. 
Hark ! a sweet voice heavenward calling. 
Faintly sounds from silver bells ! 

Where are Birdie's silver bells 

Now the fierce wind, roaring, sighing. 

Through the air a requium knells ? 
Birdie on the cold snow lying 
Rings no more his silver bells ! 



Cheerie Dear ! 



ANOTHER spring, and here comes robin. 
Flitting thro' the maple tree, 
While the sunbeams dance around him, 

Happy robin, what sings he? 
"Bright-eyed darling, — here ! come here ! 

*' Grass is green on knoll and glen, 
** And the pale pink wind-flower trembles 
**0n its slender stem again. 

** Cheerie, Cheerie, here, here ! 
** Cheerie, Cheerie, Cheerie, dear ! 



CHEERIE DEAR. 
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" There*s the nest we made last summer, 

" Bright-eyed darling, blithe and true, 
** There I came each day and fed you, 

" Sitting on your eggs so blue ! 
** Poor old home ! its walls were shattered, 

" When the autumn east winds blew, 
" Tiny snowdrifts wreathed around it 

** All the long, cold winter through. 
* * Cheerie, Cheerie, here, here ! 
** Cheerie, Cheerie, Cheerie, dear! 



(( 
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Let us go to that dark fir tree, 
" Where the Blue-Jay built last June, 
Sitting 'neath its spicy branches, 
** I will sing my sweetest tune. 
When, the evening shower over, 
'* Glittering rain-drops round you fall 
From the limb that shakes above you, 
" As you listen to my call. 

" Cheerie, Cheerie, here, here ! 

" Cheerie, Cheerie, Cheerie dear !" 
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Ocean's Praise. 



' ■ O / ye seas and floods, bless ye tfu Lork ; praise Him^ and magnify Himforever. ' 

" They who have acquired a sensibility to the hymns of praise which are ever as- 
cending from all God's works around, have found an aid to adoration, the value of 
which IS known and thankfully acknowledged by themselves, but which must some- 
times appear like extravagance or affectation to others who have never taken any 
pains to cherish it." 

BENSDICITE. 

GOD'S hand alone can paint that morning ray, 
That mirrored radiance caught from amber skies, 
And far, far off, 'neath realms of cloudland grey. 
That stretch of emerald where the shadow lies. 
Nearer and nearer rolls the glittering swell, 

And as it leaps and breaks upon the shore. 
List ! is that note an anthem or a knell ? 
*' O, God ! I praise thee, ever, ever more !" 

At noon, bright wavelets glitter far away 
Where golden sea by golden sky is crowned ; 

The sea-bird's form is lost in their light spray, 
And the white sails fade slowly, outward bound. 

From the smooth beach where gently breaks the swell, 
A sweet refrain, repeated o'er and o'er. 

Falls on the ear the same as erst it fell — 

O, God ! we praise thee, ever, ever, more !" 
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When day is done, and night has spread her pall 

O'er the storm-tossed, illimitable v/aste, 
No eye but God's can see the rise and fall 

Of surging waves, in tumult and in haste. 
What do they say, as bounding, one by one. 

Nearer they reach the bleak and beaten shore ? 
What now the burden of their undertone ? 

** O, God I we praise thee, ever, ever more I" 
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The Lost Sunbeam. 



A sunbeam died out from our dwelling, 

As soft steps passed away from the door ; 
Thro' tears which unbidden are swelling, 

We'll ne'er see that shifting light more. 
Sweet birds in the wild woods are singing. 

Soft airs play in joy o'er the wave. 
But the tones in our lonely ^r ringing, 

Are those which her happy voice gave. 
Oh ! the tones in our lonely ear ringing. 
Are those which her happy voice gave. 



What will our home be without her ? 

Oh ! where now, the light on the wall ? 
Soft grace and sweet charms were about her. 

Which made her the joy of us all. 
She has gone to the home of another. 

With love's light on her bright, happy brow; 
Far, far, thro' the mist we discover 

Our lost sunbeam is falling there now. 
Oh ! far thro' the mist we discover 
Our lost sunbeam is falling there now ! 



The long summer days will be lonely, 
As we echo the fir tree's low sigh. 

And the purple of Autumn will only 
Remind us of hours gone by. 
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And our hearts with the winter winds wailing, 
Will be cheered by that sunbeam no more, 

For we knew that its sweet light was paling, 
As her step passed away from the door. 

Oh ! we knew that its sweet light was paling, 
As her step passed away from the door ! 
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To a Bride. 



/^^LOSE to the fading flowers of earth, 
^^-^ Alike through hours of joy and calm. 
Are blooms of sweet immortal birth, 
Fragrant with Heavenly balm. 

Bride ! stepping down Lifers sunny path, 
Holding thy chaplet of fair flowers, 

Rest not on earth's green pleasure grounds. 
How bright soe'er its bowers. 

Pause not till thou can'st calmly throw 
Earth's withering wreath in triumph down. 

Then stand where Angels, waiting, hold 
Thy amaranthine crown ! 
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Little Freddy. 

Little Freddy heard the Angels, 
Saw their glittering wings unfold ; 

Listened to the heavenly music 
Flooding all the streets of gold. 

Sweeter far those strains of rapture 
Reaching from the glorious skies, 

Than his mother's song at evening. 
When he closed his deep-blue eyes. 

Very near the pearly gateway 
Strayed the little feet one night, 

From the darkened room of suffering. 
To the home where all is bright. 

Up and down the ''silent river," 
Tiny footprints pressed the shore. 

And the sweet child-eyes were watching 
For some hind to help him o'er. 

And the angels near him hovering, 

Only waited God's behest, 
Safe to lay the little wanderer 

On the Saviour's sheltering breast. 

Not yet, not yet, little Freddy, 
Thy kind Father, just and true 

In His fields of ripening harvest 
Here, has work for thee to do. 

Patient, do thy Master's bidding — 
Valiant, fight the Christian's fight. 

Listening for Heavenly music. 
Keep the gates of pearl in. sight. 
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STRENGTH FOR THE DAY. 



On the upland — in the valley- 
Work with all thy heart and soul ; 

Bearing up life*s heavy burden, 
Nearing still the heavenly goal. 

And when old, foot-sore and weary, 
Lay thy full sheaves meekly down ; 

Shining ones will be in waiting 
With thy well earned, golden crown. 

Still a little child — on Jesus' arms 
They will lay thee safe to rest ; 

Safe from all life's toil and trouble. 
In the home where all are blest. 
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Strength for the Day. 



STRENGTH for the day ! at early dawn I stand 
Helpless and weak, and with unrested eyes 
Watching for day. Before its portal lies 
A low, black cloud, a heavy iron band 1 
Slowly the mist is lifted from the land 
And pearl and amber gleam across the skies 
Gladdening my upward gaze with sweet surprise ! 
I own the sign. 1 know that He, whose hand 
Hath fringed those sombre clouds with ruby ray. 
And changed that iron bar to molten gold, 
Will, to my wandering steps be guide and stay — 
Breathe o'er my wavering heart his rest for aye. 
And give my waiting folded hands to hold 
His blessed morning boon — strength for the day 1 
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The Smoothest Path. 



OCTOBER'S leaves were rustling 'neath our tread, 
In hazy woods, where, walking; by thy side, 
I heard thy step of conscious joy and pride ! 
Youth's vain resolves and futile schemes were dead 
And beauteous vistas clear before us spread 
With duty's paths love-lit and glorified ! 
In silence as I gazed thy low voice said. 
The smoothest path shall be for thee, my bride ! 
As the years past, o'er that illumined sod. 
From flitting clouds a sombre shade was thrown ; 
Still as in faith the chequered path we trod, 
Bright o'er our heads the bow of promise shone. 
Now as I backward gaze thy words are proved — 
The smoothest path has been for me — beloved ! 
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A noble life is in th]^ care, 
A sacred trust to thee is ^ven, 
Bright Island ! let thy healing air 
Be to him as the breath of Heaven. 



E, H. WHITTIKR. 




00 late — too late I the lovely clime 
In vain its spells of healing wrought, 

And breathed around him tenderly 
Soft airs with Indian odors fraught. 

In vain for him the queenly isle 
Her robes of summer broidery wore, 

And soothed him with glad songs of birds. 
And bright waves whispering on the shore. 

In vain for him the southern sky 
Filled its broad arch with fervent light ; 

Not tropic sunshine could dispel 
The arctic winter's deadly blight. 

Too late ! alone remaineth now, 
A memory — beautiful and rare ; 

A noble nature, wise to plan. 

As prompt to do, and bold to dare. 

A fearless spirit, calm and sweet. 
Serene in reverent faith and trust. 

Holding its brave hope undismayed. 
Its even balance fair and just. 
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Nor losing thro* that long, dread night 
Of peril, hunger, dire disease, 

Its patient cheer, its playful grace. 
Its quick, elastic energies. 

How in such presence, stand rebuked - 
Our coward hearts of life afraid. 

Our selfish love of ease and rest. 
Our flattering faith, so soon dismayed ! 

Let us be nobler ! surely hearts 
That hold a hero's memory dear, 

Should thrill in every pulse, to break 
The chains of indolence and fear. 



Our way lies not where his hath lain. 
In paths of daring, known to fame : — 

A people's pride, a people's tears. 
Nor life nor death of ours may claim. 

Yet faith like his, that starlike shone. 
Thro' those dark months of frozen gloom. 

Endurance, courage, earnest work — 
For these, the humblest life has room. 

And, having these, the humblest life 

Heroic, beautiful may be. 
Unmarked of men, but known to God, 

And crowned with truest royalty. 



IT IS WELL. 
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Let us then, living witness bear, 
In better deed, and purer thought, 

In higher courage, firmer faith. 
To what one noble life has taught. 

And in our dark and wintry hours, 
Our times of weary care and pain, 

A quickening spell of strength and hope, 
This hero-memory shall remain. 
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It is Well. 



TT is well ! we know it darling, 
-*■ In the land where angels dwell, 
In the Heavenly Shepherd's fold. 
Where the lambs his face behold : 
It is well. 

By the crystal shining waters, 

Where no angry billows swell. 
In His pastures green and fair, 
Christ our little lamb doth bear : 
It is well. 

When we watch the Autumn beauty 
Flushing over hill and dell. 

We will say — " Our darling sees 

Fairer, lovlier scenes than these : " 
It is well. 

M 
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And when fades the transient glory 
Beneath Winter's blighting spell, 
We shall know that in that home, 
Storms and darkness cannot come : 
It is well. 

Nor can pain or sorrow reach thee, 

Parting word or funeral knell ; 
We may walk in doubt and fear, 
But thy way is smooth and clear — 
It is well. 

In the sunshine of God's presence. 
Sin's dark shadow cannot dwell, 
Beautiful and undefiled. 
Thou wilt grow a holy child : 
It is well. 

We will think of this, tho' often 

Longing hearts must wildly swell ; 
We will think of this, and pray — 
" Father, help us still to say 
It is weU I " 



Christ Who Died on Calvary. 

GOD is true, and just, and pure, 
I am marred and stained with sin, 
Yet with glad and fearless trust 

On His blessed love I lean. 
Bringing this sufficient plea, — 
Jesus died on Calvary. 



THREE YEARS OLD. 
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Not a Judge, with angry eye, 
Looks upon me from above. 

But a Father, tenderly 
Watching all my ways with love. 

Justice standeth satisfied. 

Love was crowned when Jesus died. 

Love that can all darkness cheer. 
Shining unto perfect day ; 

Love that casteth out all fear. 
Love that turneth not away 

From the sinner's only plea, — 

Christ, who died on Calvary. 

Died with Him, despair and dread, 
Peace and joy with Him arose. 

So the onward path I tread, 
Fearless, patient of the close. 

Following, in my poor degree, 

Christ,"who died on Calvary. 



Three Years Old. 



LITTLE form in coffin laid, 
Little feet forever staid 
From the merry steps they made. 

Little hands so meek in place ! 
Artist cunning could not trace 
Finer lines of baby grace. 
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lOO THREE YEARS OLD. 



Lips whose settled stillness grows ; 
Mother kisses warm and close, 
Win them not from that repose. 

Silken curls of soft brown hair, 
Smoothed and twined with tender care. 
Round the brow so tranquil there ! 

Little bird thus early flown, 

In the home whence thou hast gone. 

Loving hearts make heavy moan. 

Missing thro' the dreary days 
All thy songs and merry ways. 
All the brightness of thy face. 

But we know thee safe from harms. 
From all dangers and alarms, 
Folded in the Saviour's arms. 

Never now shall grief or pain 
Mar thy spirit's peace again, 
Never sin thy pureness stain. 

Safe with Christ ! so let it be ; 
Best love praying fervently — 
Could have asked no more for thee. 



MY HOME 
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My Home. 
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HEN, ia grey of early twilight, 
Fades the brief November day. 
While the lamps are yet unlighted 
And the work is laid away. 



Turn I from the voices 'round me. 
From the sounds of thrift and care. 

From all outward tasks and burdens, 
To my home, serenely fair. 

Fair, when spring blooms fresh and fragrant 

Thro' the open windows lean. 
Fair, when household joy and comfort 

Laugh at winter's frozen sheen. 

Fair, when Autumn's brimming sunshine 
Fills the lofty rooms with light, 

Fair, when evening's shadows gather. 
And the fire burns red and bright. 

Always fair, but not with gilding, 
Statues, paintings, old and rare, 

Costly carpets, stately mirrors. 
Pride of wealth, and fashion's glare. 



But the charm of perfect fitness 
Touches all with simple grace, 

And a clear-eyed sense of beauty, 
Harmonizing all, I trace. 



I02 MY HOME. 



Sometimes strains of mellow music 
Float thro* twilight's tranquil calm ; 

Sometimes, even sweeter silence 
Falls on soul and sense, like balm. 

When, by days decline, ingathered, 
Weary foot and heart come home, 

And we sit, we two together. 
In the softly darkening room. 

Speaking not, while thought retraces 
Paths wherein we have been led — 

Speaking not, for very sweetness 
Of the peace around us shed; 

And the only outward token 
Of the trust and love we share. 

Is the thoughtful, mute caressing, 
Of the hand that strokes my hair. 

But my home has happy voices, 
Tones not marred or stained by strife, 

Cadenced to the gentle measure 
Of a true and loving life. 

And a sound of baby laughter 
Sometimes thrills the quiet rooms, 

Ah ! the tiny winter blossom 
Dearer is than April blooms. 

Fairest light that falls from Heaven, 
Shines in that dear home always. 

Light of loving eyes, whose shining 
Changes not for stormy days. 
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Therein centre true aflfections, 
Active care for others' need, 

Holy thoughts and aspirations, 
Seeking truth in word and deed. 

But they call me : fades the vision : 
Close the pearly gates again ! 

Lamps are lit, and evening settles 
With a sound of falling rain. 



Thy Kingdom Come. 
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I SUN of Righteousness, arise 
• With healing on thy wings ! 
Shed on me from serener skies 
The joy thy presence brings ! 

Thick clouds of doubt and error, long 
Have hid thee from my sight ; 

Break thro' the darkness, shining strong, 
And scatter clouds and night. 

Then shall I follow Thee alone, 
From sin's long bondage freed. 

And every thought and feeling own, 
'* Thy Kingdom come, indeed I" 
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SONG. 



Song. 



' I ^HE wintry grey of Twilight 
•^ Falls fast upon the dreary street, 
While white the snow is lying, 

And swaying boughs are mailed in sleet. 
But let the home-fire brighten. 

And let our sweetest songs arise, 
Our household summer glows and beams 
In rosy cheeks and happy eyes. 
Then draw the circle closer, 

And knit the magic band of home, 
A spell is in the charmed ring 
To lighten care, and banish gloom. 



No longer evening brings us 

The stir of leaves and breezes bland ; 
The flowers we loved have perished. 

The voice of birds has left the land. 
But childhood's merry laughter 

Makes music meet for twilight hours. 
And love and peace around us bloom. 
More fair than Summer's fading flowers. 
Then draw the circle closer, 

And knit the magic band of home, 
A spell is in its charmed ring, 
To lighten care and banish gloom. 
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A Picture. 


A FAIR, sweet face with April eyes, 
-^^ And faint, fresh color on the cheek, 
And clustering curls of russet gold. 
And lips just parted, as to speak ; 


A form and gesture full of grace : — 
Shading her eyes with lifted hand. 

And waving me a mute farewell ; 
So, looking back, I saw her stand. 


The sunshine streaming down the street. 
Fell o'er her in the open door ; 

So in the sunshine of my heart. 
This image standeth evermore. 
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Homeward. 


TORMY and wild is the evening, 
*^ And gloomier still it grows — 
Right down my long way homeward 

Keenly the north wind blows ; 
But I heed not the growing darkness, 

Nor care for the howling storm. 
For a vision of home before me. 
Keeps my heart light and'warm. 

N 
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HOMEWARD. 



Ever a pleasant parlor, 

Fair in my vision lies, 
Lit by the dancing firelight, 

And gladdened by happy eyes — 
Eyes, that till evening settled, 

Gazed into the thickening storm. 
Eager to catch thro' the twilight 

A glimpse of my coming form. 
On the tall, old fashioned book case 

With its curtains drooping low, 
On the rose tree trained by the window, 

Flickers the ruddy glow — 
On the small stand where my flute lies, 

And the book we read last night — 
On the cradle in the corner. 

So daintily spread with white ! 
And it plays on her peaceful forehead, 

And falls from her shining hair. 
As she places my slippers ready. 

And draws out the great arm chair. 
I know how her face will brighten 

To greet me when I come. 
And the thought of her sweet-voiced welcome. 

Quickens my step toward home. 
For thro' all the wind's loud howling 

And the driving of the sleet, 
I can hear as if close beside me. 

Her voice so true and sweet. • 
Oh ! no matter how wild the wind blows, 

No matter how dark the night, 
This vision of home, fair shining. 

Keeps my heart warm and light. 
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The Precious Word. 



N 



OT for glory, not for power 

Praise I thee to-day : 
Only for thy love, dear Lord ! 
Only for this gracious word — 

'* Whoso Cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast away." 

Higher promise Scripture hath 

For the pure in heart; 
Clearer visions for the eyes 
Of the righteous and the wise. 

Heavenly joys for holy souls — in these I have no part. 

Full of pride and unbelief, 

Slow thy grace to own, 
This word only can I plead, 
Calling on thee in my need ; 

Yet my tru .t is sure and safe, pleading this alone. 

So for this most precious word 

Praise I thee to-day ; 
Waiting lowly at thy feet. 
Holding fast thy promise sweet, 

*- Whoso Cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast away." 
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IT IS I, BE NOT AFRAID. 
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" It is I, Be not Afraid." 



AROUND the frail bark, adverse winds are blowing, 
And foam-crests whiten all the heaving sea, 
And darker yet, the midnight sky is growing ; 

Who is it walks the billows fearlessly, 
Speaking sweet words to hearts dismayed. 
Saying, — " It is I, be not afraid ?" 

So come, O, Christ ! when swelling waves of trouble, 
And winds of adverse fortune 'round us rave ; 

When doubt and fear make sorrow's darkness double. 
Then let us see Thee walking on the wave. 

Speak unto us these words of cheer. 

Strengthen our faith, — dispel our fear ! 

Not that all storm and darkness may pass from us, 
All clouds be scattered — not for this we pray ; 

Speak but the word, and strong in thy sure promise, 
We too, shall fearless trace the billowy way : 

So shall life's wild and storm-swept sea 

Bear up our steps, dear Lord, to Thee ! 




'^*3. 



AUG 2 1939 




